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feeling as Sreenivasaiya ? Sreenivasaiya wondered,
but how can one help thinking in this way ? If
nothing else made him think so there was that
resemblance of faces. We go to a public woman
and get a child, yet feel that our household lives in
decency. We walk with head erect and are proud
that our daughters are brought up to be honest.
What is this but ignorance and folly ? Is it
enough if your daughter in one house is brought
up to be honest when your daughter in another
house is brought up to be a prostitute ? Who-
ever said that it was sufficient to be a gentleman
in Bangalore , but unnecessary to be that in
Mysore ? Those who go to a public woman and
beget children in her house do not realise this.
When Sreenivasaiya reached home he was per-
turbed beyond understanding by this thought.
That sister-yet-no-sister of his, in her beauti-
ful house, was at first also unhappy. In a few
moments, however, she felt happy to think that
he had followed his own good way in life. Some-
thing in her nature made it possible for her to
feel that he was her brother and she his sister.
What more she might have said to herself and
what other-thoughts might have flowed into her
mind we cannot say. The messenger boy broke
in on her contemplation with a look on his face